SAFE CUSTODY

But I'm devilish glad we know it. If we'd been pressed
and tried to emerge that way . . ."
As he spoke there was a movement before us, and
then we heard Stiven's voice.
Hubert had sent him to tell us the lights were gone.
Forty minutes later we were flat against the wall of
the castle at the head of the postern steps.
We had mounted noiselessly, for our shoes were
soled with rubber and made no sound: but it was an
anxious moment, for the steps were commanded by the
ramparts, and anyone watching there could have held
the four of us up or shot the four of us down.
The moon had not yet risen, but our eyes had grown
used to the dark, and if someone had leaned over the
battlements, we should have seen his movement
against the sky, Palin, therefore, stood sentry,
whilst I got upon Stiven's shoulders to conie at the
window-sill.
The window was open, as I had found it before,
and the room beyond was in darkness, save for the
strip of light which was showing beneath the door.
I drew myself on to the sill and thrust my head
into the room, straining my ears for any sound of
breathing, for it might well have been a bedroom
whose occupant was asleep. Hearing no sound, I
ventured to use my torch, to see an empty chamber,
as bare as my hand.
This discovery did my heart good, for, apart from
making our entry the easiest thing in the world,
it showed that Harris accounted this side of the castle
safe from attack.
Here I may say that I think it more than likely
that none of the gang had noticed the postern steps:
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